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M ISCELLANEOUS CONCERT. 
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ACT I. 


 OVERTURE IN ARIADNE—Handel. 


' SCENA —Ma, NIELD. 
| Andreozzi. | 
RECITATIVO. | | | 


IN mezzo all armi ſo che invito 
prezzando ſtragi, periglio, e worte, 
lo“ ti vedrei ealorata pugnar; ; 


Tornar dal campo 


Vincitor de nemici: ede or t arreſta 
Or ſpaventa quel core, 


Breve follia, vano poter d' amore! 1 


Ah! riiorno in te ſteſfo, 
Segui il camin ch' ora il deſtin badita, 


; E de grandi avi tuoi reſempio imita. 


ARIA. 
Ah! quel ar anima che ſdegna; 
Paventar orror di morte, 
Or d' amor fra le ritorte, 
Non trattenga un vil timor. 
Dolce amico in tal momento, 
Cela il duolo, il pianta affrena, 
Ho pieta della ſua pena, 
Compatite il ſuo dolor. 


SONG, Nes TENNANT. 
8 5 | Back, 
CARA ſpoſa amata fig 
Non temete in tal momento 
Pien di ſpe meal granci mento 
Vo di Roma © a Trion far. 
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cONcERTO BASSOON. 
| DIRGE IN CYMBELINE, 
 { Harmonized by 816. RAUZINNT, 7 


5 Marten ELLIOTT. 
To fair Fidele's graſſy 1 


Soſt maids and village hinds ſhall brin; 48 
Each op' ning ſweet of earlieſt bloom, 


And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


| 
| | 
[ 
| 
| 
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3 

3 Fe. No wailing ghoſt ſhall tits appear 
Io0o vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove ; 
But ſhepherd lads aſſemble Here, 


And OY virgins | own n their love. 


Maire R ELLIOTT. 


1 he red-brealt oft at ev ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 


Wich hoary moſs and gather d flowers, 
Io deck the ground where thou art laid, 8 


'I Voc. Fach lonely ſcene ſhall thee refore, 75 
Por thee the tear be duly ſhed; 


| Belovd till life can charm no more, 
And mourn'd. "till he bl 5 ſelf be dead, 


SOLO, VIOLIN. 


ARIA, Maag MARA, 


Guordiantelic, 


TU alma mia non vedi 
Tu non mi leggi il core 
Barbara, tu mi credi 
Ne' intende il mio penar. 8 


In qual cimento jo ſono. 
Che hero caſo è il mio 
Iacer non poſſo oh Dio 

Non poſſo oh Dio parlar. 


| CONCERTO, CLARIONET. 
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AIR, ; Ms, NIELD,. AND. ; CHORUS. 


Purcell = 


x COME, if you dare, 
Our trumpets ſound : 
Come, if you dare, 


5 The foes rebound. 


Me come, we come, 
Says the double beat 


5 Of the thund' ring drum. 


0 Now they charge on amain : 
Now they rally again; 
The gods from above 

The mad labour behold; 

And pity mankind, 

That will periſh for gold. 


The fainting Saxons 


Quit their ground: 

Their trumpets eee 

In the ſound. 

_ They fly! they fly! 
Victoria! 

The bold Britons cry. 


Now the victory s won, 
Io the plunder we run: 
Then return to our laſſes, 
Like fortunate traders, 
Iriumphant with ſpoils 
Of the vangquith' q Invaders. 


ACT 1. 


AIR, (SOLOMON, leres ELLIOT. 


War, though I trace each herb and flow" r- 
That drinks the morning dev, = 
Did I not own Tehovah's pow'r, 

How.) vain were all I knew 4 
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CONCERTO, „ OPOE. 
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SONG,—Mz. BARTLEM AY, 


INDIAN QUEEN, —PURCEL E 


ARISE | ] ye ſubterraneous winds, 

| More to diſtract their guilty minds: 

Come drive theſe wretches to that part o thi Ile 
Where nature never, never yet did ſmile ; 

Cauſe fogs and damps, whirlwinds and earthquakes there, 1 
There let them howl and languiſh in des pair; 
Riſe, and obey the pow'rful Prince o' th' air! 
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PRIZE GLEE. . 
Wa, Rnyoett. | 


THREE VOICES. 


> WHEN the fair roſe, amidſt her flow Ty train, : 
5 With virgin bluſhes greets the dewy morn, 
Say, will th' enamour'd nightingale remain | 
— lonely warbler on the deſert thorn ? ot 


When the dark genii of the night 

| Behold the moon flow riſing o'er the wave, 
Thoſe way ward ſpirits curſe the beauteous licht. 
And hide with envy in her gloomy cave. 


Yet ſhall the trav'ller with enraptur' d eye, 
As late he treads his ſolitary way, | 
O'erlook each radiant gem that decks the ky, 
Alone rejoicing 1 in her brighter ray. 


SCENA —MADAME MARA, ; 
Anforss, 


RECITATIVO. 
1 ALI. Amor mio queſt atto luſtre, 
10 deggio ed alla gloria mia; 
: Roma in trionfo non mi vedra: 
De ceppi altrui la ſcorno, 5 
Uſa non ſono a tollerar. 
Arſace non ti ſmarrir nel mio deſtino, 
. Inſpiri conſtanza a te Veſempio mio, 
8''ivo viſſi in liberta fin, ora 
In liberta voglio morire ancora. 
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IS 
' RONDO. 5 
'N ON temer fra pochi iſlam, 
| Idol mio ſaro con te, 
5 f „„ Portero, fra I ombre amanti, 
5 e II candor della mia is. - 
 Godi pur tiranno, io moro, 
Na diſprezzo i ſdegni tnoi, f 
Piu m'affanna, O mio teſoro, 
Di mia morte il tuo martir. e 
Ah! finiſca con la vita, 
81 penoſo accerbo ſtato 
Vn oggetto ſventurato, 
Sol la calma ha nel morir. 


SOLO, VIOLON CELLO. 
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MARIO AL, FOR FIVE voices. 15 
7 MISS TENNANT, MASTER ELLIOTT, MESSRS. NIELD, RNYVETT, 8 BARTLENAN, 


FLORA gave me > faireſt flowers, 
None ſo fair in Flora 8 treaſure : | 
Theſe I plac'd in Phillis' bowers, | 
She was pleas d, and he's my pleaſure. 
Smiling meadows ſeem to ſay— 


Come, ye wantons, here to play. 


>= 


O HANDEL's ODE TO SAINT CECILIA. 


RECITATIVE ACCOMPANIED —MADAME NARA. 


BUT bright C Cecilia rais'd a4 wonder hightr: "Ih 
| When to the organ vocal breath was giv wh 
An angel heard, and ſtraight appear d, 
Miſtakin 8 earth for heaven. 


AIR AND CHORUS. | 


. As 92 the pow'r T r of facred TY 
2 5 The ſpheres began to move, 
N And ſung the great Creator 8 s praiſe 
Iuoo all the bleſt above; 25 
So when the laſt and dreadful hour 
Ihe crumbling pageant thall devour, 
The trumpet thall be heard on high, 
Ihe dead ſhall live, the living die, 
And muſic ſhall untune the ſky. 
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GRAND FI NALE. 


HARMONIZED BY SIR WILLIAM PARSONS, Ms. 


| COMPOSER To 
s MAJESTY. 


— 


5 60 ſave great Seu our King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God ſave the King: 
— Send him victorious, | 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 


God ſave the King. 


. 


5. 


F THE LATE BIRTH-DAY ODE. 


God of our Fathers riſe, 
And through the thund'ring ſkies, 
Thy vengeance urge; 
In awful juſtice red, 

He thy dread arrows hea: 
But guard our Monarch's head, 
_ God wy great George ! EE” 

OK: 

Stil on our Albion ſmile, 
Still o'er this favour'd Iſle 
O ſpread thy wing; 


12 
| To make each Bleſſing ſure, | 
Io make our Fame endure, 
Jo make our Rights ſecure, 


S )d fave our King! 


„ 


„ To the loud Trumpet's throat, ag 


I o0o the ſhrill Clarion's note, 
No jocund ng 
From every open Fe, 
. From every Traitor's blow, 1 
Virtue defends his brow, 
| God guards our King X 
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